726	A MODERN COMEDY
" Yes, we get our objection to frills from Dad, Jon. He
said to me once, * It'll end in our calling all matter spirit or
all spirit matter—I don't know which.' "
" It won't," said Jon ; " people love to divide things
up. I say, I remember every stick in this room. How
are the horses ? Can I have a look at them and a ride
to-morrow ? "
" We'll go forth early and see them at exercise. We've
only got three two-year-olds, but one of tlem's most
promising."
" F'ne ! After that I must go up and get a good, dirty
job. I should like to stoke an engine. I've always wanted
to know how stokers feel."
" We'll all go. We can stay with Val's mother.
It is so lovely to see you, Jon. Dinner's in half an
hour."
Jon lingered five minutes at his window. That orchard
in full bloom—not mathematically planted, like his just-
sold North Carolinian peach-trees—was as lovely as on that
long-ago night when he chased Fleur therein. That was
the beauty of England—nothing was planned! How
home-sick he had been over there; yes, and his mother,
too ! He would never go back ! How wonderful that
sea of apple blossom ! Cuckoo again ! That alone was
worth coming home for. He would find a place and grow
fruit, down in the West, Worcestershire or Somerset, or
near here—they grew a lot of figs and things at Worthing,
he remembered. Turning out his suit-case, he began to
dress. Just where he was sitting now, pulling on his
American socks, had he sat when Fleur was showing him
her Goya dress. Who would have believed then that,
six years later, he would want Anne, not Fleur, beside
him on this bed ! The gong ! Dabbing at his hair, bright
and stivery, he straightened his tie and ran down.

